Whatever was casual may ever be*

What should the nature change ? or make the same

Certain, which was but casual, when it came ?

All casual joy doth loud and plainly say.

Only by coming, that it can away.

Only in heav'n joy's strength is never spent.

And accidental things are permanent.

Joy of a Soul's arrival ne'er decays;
(For that Soul ever joys, and ever stays)

Joy that their last great consummation

Approaches in the resurrection,

When earthly bodies more celestial
Shall be than angels were, for they could fall;
This kind of joy doth every day admit
Degrees of growth, but none of losing it.
In this fresh joy 'tis no small part that she,
She, in whose goodness he that names degree
Doth injure her; ('tis loss to be call'd best,
There were the stuff is not such as the rest)
She, who left such a body, as even she
Only in heav'n could learn how it can be
Made better, for she rather was two Souls,
Or like to full on both-sides-written rolls,
Where eyes might read upon the outward skin